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took place, for from the moment Decatur fell, nothing
else was thought of. Mrs. Decatur has left the city,
house, carriages, &c &c are to be sold, and from all this
gaiety and splendor she retires to solitude and melan-
choly. No one but her friend Mrs. Harper, who was in
the house, ever saw her, and even to her, she seldom
spoke a single word. More impressively than any words,
did these events preach the vanity of honors and pleasures
of rank and wealth.

TO MISS SUSAN HARRISON SMITH

Sidney, Sunday evening. [Sept. 1820.]
Your idea has not been a moment absent from my
mind, my dearest child since I bade you farewell, except
while asleep and even then I dreamt of you. At every
hour I have said, "She is now at such or such a place.
She has now reached Phila, now is sitting surrounded by
such and such friends." Today I have imagined the im-
pression which would be made on your mind, by the sight
of so large a congregation, the great concourse of people
you would meet in the streets, the sound of so many
bells, &c &c. And while at church my petitions rose to
the throne of grace with more faith and fervor, from the
conviction that at the same hour, you too, were offering
up yours.

Never did I hear from Mr. Caldwell and seldom from
any one, a more instructive and animating and consoling
discourse. It was on the necessity, benefit, and comfort
of Prayer. Never having been separated before from
my darling child, I feel more depressed and saddened by
your absence than I had any idea of. Not an hour passes
I do not seem to seek for you, to listen for you, and when buried, attended by an unusually
